SIR  PHILIP  SIDNEY

He that loves, and fears to try,

Learns his mistress to deny.

Doth she chide thee?  'tis to shew it

That thy coldness makes her do it.

Is she silent?   is she mute?

Silence fully grants thy suit.

Doth she pout, and leave the room?

Then she goes to bid thee come.

Is she sick?    Why, then be sure

She invites thee to the cure.

Doth she cross thy suit with cNo'?

Tush, she loves to hear thee woo.

Doth she call the faith of man

In question?    Nay, she loves thee then;

And if e'er she makes a blot,

She's lost if that thou hitt'st her not,

He that after ten denials

Dares attempt no further trials,

Hath no warrant to acquire

The dainties of his chaste desire.

SIR P, SIDNEY

From Arcadia and Certain Sonnets, 1598
Dirge
Ring out your bells, let mourning shows be spread;
For Love is dead:
All Love is dead, infected
With plague of deep disdain:
Worth, as nought worth, rejected,
And Faith fair scorn doth gain,
From $o ungrateful fancy^
From such a female frenzy
From them that use mm t
Good Lord, deliver us!
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